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Clenching the joystick you scribbled your pride on the

heavens,

Releasing beneath you the diving symbols of death.
Climb, Icarus, higher: the Sun will stand stiller to meet

you,
The world turn its shoulder, the Moon give a friendlier

stare:
It is only your courage can break your wild heart and

break you:
Step clean from your shadow, be lost in the bleeding

air.

Parachutists

Plummets from sky sway the beautiful dancers
Touching no land but the gold of the morning,
Opens behind them the blossoming silken
Bloom like a garland a delicate warning

Sliding and gliding like spirits from heaven
Slung from the stars, they draw patterns on silence,
With balance of ballet but swiftly as bullets
They pilot their plunge from the blue into Devon

Whirling from no where, to Africa, Russia,
Dancing through clouds to the wild heart of England.
Light as death's angels they march through the azure
Drifting through space like the Earth's bright pollen

Stealers of beauty, they curl round the eagle
Wrestlers with lightning they open, in crosses:
These are the bravest, who soar without equal
But never shall rival the heights of my wishes*